EDMUND  GOSSE

in a healthy society the best elements of all kinds
should mingle at the apex. Prime Ministers and
Field Marshals were encouraged at his table;
but they were met in a world where distinctions
disappeared, and experiences were unaffectedly
exchanged.

He liked the idea of dukes, and he was prepared
to like a duke; but woe betide the duke who
annoyed him. Gosse's claws were impartially
ready, and the boor or the booby would feel them.
Less often, perhaps, of recent years. The fight
was o'er, the battle won ; and a new mellowness
and tolerance came over Gosse. He was the doyen
of men-of-letters; a wanderer from a past age
who had sailed into a serene harbour and (miracu-
lously) was interested in the harbour when he got
there. He had no longer any foes; he was
friends with his juniors and with the sons of his
juniors; a perennially young patriarch basking
in the sunshine after many storms; jocularly
calling his youngest friends "Bolsheviks," but
not meaning it; talking sympathetically even
about dead antagonists, though always skilful
in suggesting their limitations.

Yet the change involved no diminution of
freshness. In his last year or two he was physic-
ally frailer and wore a shade over one eye; prob-
ably he had skipped up stairs and library ladders
longer than any human being, with impunity,
can. But to the last, if I gave him my arm across
the street, or carried out any similar office of the
comparatively young to the eminent septua-
genarian, I could not help feeling that he was
307